To take one precious thing, thy Soul, from thence:
Think thyself parch'd with fever's violence,
Anger thine ague more by calling it
Thy physic; chide the slackness of the fit:
Think that thou hear'st thy knell, and think no more
But that, as bells call'd thee to church before,
So this to the triumphant church calls thee:
Think Satan's Serjeants round about thee be,
And think that but for legacies they thrust;
Give orxe thy pride, t'another give thy lust;
Give them those sins which they gave thee before,
And trust th'immaculate blood to wash thy score;
Think thy friends weeping round, and think that they
Weep but because they go not yet that way:
Think that thy close thine eyes, and think in this
That they confess much in the world amiss,
Who dare not trust a dead man's eye with that
Which they from God and angels cover not:
Think that they shroud thee up, and think from thence
They re-invest thee in white innpcence:
Thiiik that thy body rots and (if so low,
Thy soul exalted so, thy thoughts c^n go)
Think thee a prince, who of themselves create
Worms, which insecsibly devour their state:
that they bury thee, and think that rite